DAUGHTERS   OF   QUEEN   VICTORIA

The picture is certainly a very pleasant one ; one
can imagine the girls immensely enjoying their
tableaux, confident that their poses and their well-
spoken verses would delight their father. Perhaps
Bertie, now aged twelve, in his iciclcd beard as
Winter, was not enjoying himself so much ; it was
not unlikely that Prince Albert would tell him he
had not spoken his lines as properly as his sisters, for
where Bertie was concerned he was quicker to
censure than to approve, and he took a very gloomy
view of his character and his abilities. While his son
was quite a child, he had told Lord Wriothesley
Russell that Bertie's education was designed
to make him as unlike as possible to the Queen's
uncles: this was only really a paraphrase of
her own ardent desire that he should grow up
in every respect like his dearest beloved Papa.
But Lord Melbourne was not very sanguine:
there was nothing, he thought, less malleable than
character.

Prince Albert was not a clubbable man : to sit
talking for the mere sake of human intercourse was
to him a waste of time, when he might have been
reading a book. He concluded therefore that any-
body who liked to sit talking with his fellows, unless
some useful discussion occupied their tongues, was
idling. The only book that Albert never cared to
study was the book of human nature,, nor did he
consider that anything worth learning could be
drawn from it. A huge destiny awaited Bertie,
and it was his father's duty to fit him for it by cram-
ming him with the nutriment which he himself would

30